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| | OM E, Wattie, while our Hirſels feed thegither, 
OS | - . Hear lean ye down, let's knooff a while to ither 


” 


And beik ourſels upon this ſunny Brac. | 
Whar pleaſant Lambies round us ſweetly play; 
Tent how they wag their-Tails, and keb the Ews, 


+3 How wantonly they skip athoart the Knows, 
Fs - Youth's a diverting Time for ilka Creature, 
5 1 | == its Kind, according to its Nature. 
5 The Cattle leaps for Joy, Burds ſweetly ſing, 


Wi chearfu' Notes proclaim the pleaſant Spring. 
The Gowk the dulleſt Singer of them a', 

Without a Rhyme but ave, or Note but twa; 
Jrꝛͤet he attends his Seaſon for to ſing, 
I) Woods and Groves he makes their Ecchoes ring, 

ghiepeats his Sang'ſame hundred Times a Day. 
Heartſome to hear, in glorious Month of May. 
8 Come let us then with higheſt Notes expreſs, 
And ſing dame Nature in her yourbfu* Def. 
Mattie. Alas, I'm no in Tune, Gib, let me be, 
This forty Days a* may ſing dumb for me, 
| _ _  Gth, Strange, Wattie, whar can ail ye? Hear ye, Lad, 
* . Tis no your Uſe and wont to be ſae fa. 
ut. Ah! ib, gin ye but hend my Reaſon why, 
Tee'd turn your Tune, and be as wae as I. - 
| Sib. Loſh, Man, has ony frightſome Thing come o'er ye, 
5 Laſt Nigbt ve wak't che Fauld to flie Tod Laurie; 
Or has ſome feckleſs Beaſt lair'd in the Bog, 
+», > 2D imner'd awa, or bir by {me wood Dog. 
8 Or by ſome other ill Miſchance been wrang'd, 
Blaſſed by ſome ill Bye or Adder ſtang d? | 
WER Or has che >wine gane through the Thing th2cs been 

Bae logg of 1 wi* you and Fean? . 

jim Tho" x” elt lil, had happen'd on a6 Day, 
Hood forbid that e ex it ſhould be ſhe, he 
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The Loſs we thole is ten Times greater Skaith, _ 
Can greater be co us chan Sany's Beach ! Fr CORY 
ok Sany ye lay, what Sany do Ve. mean 2 hae des 
Fat. The blycheſt Lad chat e er did tread the Green 
Sany, our deareſt Friend, and worthieſt. od 
Has ta'en his laſt Farewel ; now he's at Reſt, 
Gib. Is Sany dead ? Fit and prepare us ! 
Ane in his Prime ſae haſty pow'd awa ! © 
Thou cruel Death ne'er let's the Grave be toom, 
But plucks the faireſt Flowers in their Bloom, 
And ſmites, at any Age, wi' ſicken Greed, 
Spares neither fakeleſs Wean, nor lyar'd Head, 
Vat. We'd need a* to be buſy in our Dayz 
Death is the Debt we ha'e a' to pay. 3 
Our Time's uncercain, ſhort, and fou o Sorrow, 
Sent here the Day and ta'en away the Morrow. 
Gib, There's my Dream read, that faſh'd me Leſternight, 
Whan Batie's Youling pat me in fic Fright; | 
I never was in a“ my Days fac fear't r 
FVat. What was thy dream then, Gibbie, let me hear'te 
Gib I dream'd © my Unclc's Houſe was a“ on Fire, 
* Frighted the Ky, and gart them break che Byre, 
For Haſte ro win awa* drew down their Flaiks, 
And bure awa their Shakles and their Scakes, 
I thought a“ bleezid up like a Tap of Tow, 
For Haſte, I thoughe, I ran to quench the Low; 
And as I cramped through the Moſi-land Heather, 
That my Shoe-ſoles rave frac their Over leather“ 
How frightſom like lic Things to me did ſcem, 
Till I awak'd, and faund it was a Dream, 
7Vat. Watch 0,er us Man, but that was flie ſom - like: 
ib. But hear me out the Story of the Ty ke. 
7 Pat. Well ſay awa then Gib, and I ſall tent. 
And hear ye tell the Way of his Lament. 
Gib, Then hear me to Amen, and Ifall tell, 
Wow Man, Gio you had been there yourſel, 
You'd ferly to have heard the Beaſt complain. 
hen I gactd out to ſee what he cou'd mean. 
Whar was he ſittand, think ye. but upon 
Dur knock ing-ſtane that lay upo the Loan; 
Held up his Snout forgainſt the Peat - ſtack- know., 
Wi mopy x laguſome elreich, Wough, wough, wow ; 
With, Cur, 1 cryd, and yet he wad na ceaſe 8 
Icry*d, Isk, ISE. Poor Batter hat a Fiece; 
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Ran nder aff, and youl'd at the 
Iran to chaſe him but a“ was in vain, | 
ie flitred frac his Sear, and youl'd again, 5 
ya. I never like the mournfou Youls o Dogs, 

Or when chere comes a ſinging in my Lugs; 

Or when the Pyots flock upon the Houſes, 
A“ theſe are Signs to ken before ill News is; 
Sure it wad raiſe Affection in your Breaſt, 
To ſee the Wire ot that ſagacious Beaſt. 

Gib. But I was fic a poor unthinking Afs, 

I ne'er had Thought on what: wad come to 
For I this morning in a Mock Deſign. 
Gae id to an honeſt . cs Wife o“ mine ; 
It was for Fun, becauſe 1he Wife, it ſeems, 
Proteſſes ay great Skill in reading Dreams. 
I rauld her mine and naithing up did keep, 
A“ how I was forfairn in my Sleep, | 
The Words ſhe ſaid Vil mind to my laſt Breath, 
Preſerye*s, quoth ſhe, and keep the Town frae Skaith ;} 
Frae Deſolaton, Dearth and ſadden Death. 
She ſhook her Head and gloured wi“ her Eyen 
At me, and ſaid, young Man yeve loſt a Frien; 
I leugh at a“ ſhe ſaid, and ca'd it Bables, | 
Cauſe I ne, er us'd to credit auld Wives Fables; 
But to my Grief I ſadly find it now, 

That Luckie*'s Words have come to paſs ofer true. 
Nut. III News ober ſoon come ſounding in my Ears, 
Which fills my Saul wit Grief, and Eyen wi“ Tears; 

Dear Sans Death has made my Heart as ſad, 

As what his Birth did make his Mither's glad. 

Gib, Believe me, Wat, tis bred me mair Vexation, 

Than gin he'd been my neareſt Blood Relation, 

For Neighbourhood nane better eter had we, 

Had ay good Havence, ceuthie, kind and free. 

Poor Man, he's een awa, wha bore the Vog, 

That neler ſae meikle“s wrangd his Neighbours Dog. 

Wat. Hegh hey, he's no poor now, for he by Grace, 
Has got got his Portion in a better Place; 

Better it is wi! bim than me or you, | 
Were in the falſe Warld, he is in the true, 
*% _ _ Tib. He was a Lad, ir'sSintolie of the Depd, 

ett ie fig like behind him ig higStead 3 * 
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Jen he and Pennycuit war tave awa, e 
I Whar hac we vow a Singer mang us a“? 
unt. But very few that we gan ca our ain, 
HE Amang us now belonging to our Plain; 
I whiles hear cell of Gai Humdrums or ither, 5 
That fain wad hae the Name, and be ca'd Brither; 
Poſſeſs d wi” ſelt-ooncert and warldly Greed, ae: © 
That ſcarce can ken a Note, or tune a Reed; 
Wails out, and ſteals our bonny Sangs, 
Mix them wi” Nonſenſe, making loud Harangues : 
Ca them their ain, and ſyne make up a Buik, 
5 To raiſe a Fame they ill deferve to bruk. 
& Gib. Fame got by Falſet, whan it's brought to Light, 
Will ſoon tak Wings, and hid them a' good Night; 
And leave them ſtupid, naithing hae to ſay, 
Mair than the Hoculet at the Break o' Day ; | 
Come good for Nought, but Ridicule and Scorn, 5 


And whan the Cattle tread and eat the Corn, 
To ling a Lypock, Link o' Berrie Horn. 
Aith ; Wat. They are at beſt a vain conceity Gang, 
A Crew that Sany ne'er wad haunt amang ; 

Nor fic Clanjamphray cou'd he e er abide, 

To feed their Flocks ne er by his Lizzure Side; 

Mony a Time has he and we the gither, 150 

Stood by, and ſe en the Rabble fleg ar ither; vs * 

Their common Law, ſac far as I uptake, * 
e. Is, © Let the ſtronger anes o er-gae the weak z: 
Ears, “ And chole the wealthy tho” the ſtupideſt, % 
ars; “ To ſcourge and act as Hangman to the reſt. 

Gib And well cou'd $any tent them on the Plain, 

And mak bra' Sport of them to us again; 
tion, He act'd ſae nat'rat how they fell at Strife, 
Wad gart ane laugh that had a Spunk o' Life; 
Baith Gentle folks and Semple did admire him, | 
And mony ane has {lriven to be near him, 4 
And thought their Time was happy ſpent to hear him. | 
g. W hamever he had chaoc'd to be amang, f 7 pF 
Grace, i They nc'er cou'd trap him in a Word was wrang ; 6 
Spake ay good Senſe, lebt in his Word in Seaſon, 


And never taul'd his Tale without a Reaſon; - 1 
ben be had fic a Way of ſettin't aff, K 8 

„ ert chem à tak the loud Tihee and ga © 4 
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At a' his blythſome Banquets and his Feaſts, 


sr a Cleck o Sam 4 was right. 
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Fat. Na, be dang a' for Sport that e er I ſaw, 
The Loſs o him it makes a Day ſeem wa, 
Mang a' our Herds his Word was ay a La v. 
To Fteits and Charms he never Wad comply, 
As Rawn-tree Clubs for ciſning o the Ky; _ 
Then he was ane, that baith cou'd ſay and do, 
Whate'r Thing his Fancy led him to; 
Sagacious he behaved like a Lord. 3 
For making Concord where he fand Diſco rx. 

Gib. What mean ye, Lad, by Diſcords and Concords 2 
Dear Wat, wha learned ye a' thae kittle Words? 4 

Wat. I'll warrant, ye way eichly gueſs wham frac, 
2 that kend them a. and mony mae: 8 

y whan he fand us like to diſagree, 
In ony Thing that ſeem'd to breed a Plea; 
Whan ought fell in Debace, 'unlike to ceaſe, 
8any was ay for making up o' Peace. 
Whiles whan our thrawart Humors wad va jump, 
Whan Tam had ſought a Spring on Wi#ie's Trump, 
Whan Wie wad refus d, and Bid Fil no-, 
Whan Reb wad ta'en a Kiſs o' Pati's Jo, 
Whan Pate wad looked like a putting Cow, 
And = to Rob, and hung his glooming Brow, 
Well Lad, I hae a Cray to pluck wi' you. 
Theſe and ſielike, frac lefs ro mair hae been, 
Enough to breed a Quarrel on the Green; 
Ye ken auld Nick is ſio a cunning Thief, 
Can make a wie thing Micher of Miſchief, 

Gib. Ay he's ay ſeeking whom he can devour, 
The Dx&'il's ay buſie whar he can get Power. 

Wat. Then Sany wad bang'd out his Pipe wi' Speed, 3 
Or Stock and Horn, and tun'd his aeten Reed, 
. - - Pay'd bonny Springs, that did our Fancies feed. 
And gar't.us a' ſhake Hands, and. dance a Reel, 
Gree'd a* good Friends, and ſwith'd awa the De'il. 
Sib. Cou'd 1 ſpeak as I wad do, I wadtell 
How far he did ia mony Things excell. 
Our Laird cou'd never want him for his Jeſts, 


He made and dreſt his Whiflles right in Tune, 
Play'd Springs that pleas'd his Honour late or ſoon,- 
far his Goſſops war conveen'd gain Night, 


| F ; Ths 


he blych ſome Bovſers, thought while Sany ſang, 
hey were mair happy than the Night was lang. 
hen he wad act 'd the Wives in the Feſt. bor, 
How Luckie reel'd the Yarn and ſpan the Tow : 
han he. wad act'd the Coal. man, black Fock $mirny, 
he Glaſgow Wives, or Fidler Patie Birny; | 
hen they wad. a* bufft out a laughing ſae, 
5 ne eithly might hae ty'd them Wi' a Strae: 
mi and ſome declar'd they never knew his Match, 
orgat to ſlcep, or keek upon a Watch; | 
| he lapgeſt Winter Night they thought but ſhort, 
Plaid faftly by, while Sanuy made them Sport, a 
Wat. Well mig they ſay they never ſaw his Make. 
Gib. Na well I wat nor nae Man for their Sake; 
For taking up what he could hear or ſe, ; 
hilk mony a Time a ferlie was to me. SAEED 
Fat. Nathing gae'd croſi-Ways wi him in his Liſe; | 
ave his Misfortune wi? a wicked wife; F.. 
is mony of our honeſt Neighbours ſays, 
Pbe was the Mean that cutted ſhort his Days. 
; auld be her Caſt nae Pity on him had, 


1 


Depriv*'d the Warld of fic a pleaſant Lad. 
Gib. Ay, well 1 wat ſhe bred him meikle Sorrow, 
he weary while he had her for his Marrows _ | 
was her camſtrary Humor, Night and Day, 3 
hat brake his Heart and threw him in Decay. 

Mat. Little thought I [aſt Wedneſday's Night at "I 9 


die ſudden Alteration wad be ſeen, 
han Sany ſang, Sae merry as wwe hae been. 
* nd blych was I to ſee us af ſae fain; a 
(Pie merry I ſhall never be agi. 
Gib Ites bard to ken, ye may, gin ye be ſpar'd ; 


”+ he's an auld Wife can her ain Fortune waird. , 
Wat. It's no i th* Pow'r of Nature, e er to part 


his Grief that lies ſae heavy at my Heart. 
that I cou'd but ut; Deſign ! wn 


Or i: a better Language ſpeak my Mind. 

My former Joys now el me nought but Duſt, 
is Yair to thole and yet tis what I muft. | 3 
Nae Hopes of Comfort wi“ me now remainy , +. 
\ gloomy Darkneſs overclouds the Plain. 3 — 
pring-time is paſt, pale Winter faſt enſuing, g „ 


o ſpeir what youthfou Summer has been doingg 3 
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We Willows drop, and hiog their Heads 5 
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3 E ' withdrawn her Mantis trac the Meads, 


. /- -Phe Eaſtern Craggs, bow dolefou- like th be 
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= ng Gut Flocks are garh\ving.nearthe Begg Tat: \ op 


he Flow: rs decay*d, whereon the buſy Bees 
wm wont to ſuck, and gather freſh Supplies. 


— x e we'll beds them bummin o'er the F ells 


La wi? Store into their cozie Cells, 


© Where 1 to tune his Voice and [ b . 
N / e back on auld Fog wary 3 3 
Mair I think on't, the mair I do repine, | | * 
. ne ver get the Thoughts o'r frac o my Miod; 

Gib. Mat, caſt na down thy Heart, nar Kos ic Doubt, 
=” kens what Providence may bring about? £ 
Some canny Caſt may ſoon make a Oids even, 
Why ſhould we fret againſt the Will o“ Heavep.? 
Wi' Nee bear, howc'er the Guiſe may fac 95 
Ahappy End will make Amends for a“. 
Now, let us part, we 135 vac Time to wait, . 
: HB Night is da rkning down, and wearing ki 
Frage Mars Hill. . by the Brom land bat, 


The Stars that bid the She pherdeg F r 
Reibe y Ken 6d lee dr ase . * 
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